versation being unspecified.
After a few hours, our two rescuers, who appeared to do exactly as they pleased, produced a fleet of motor-driven caiques to take us all off again on the next stage of our journey. They also brought a sizeable tug which began a series of conspicuous and unsuccessful efforts to refloat the minesweeper. I believe that in the end she was dragged off undamaged.
Rumours about her fate pursued us as we chugged peacefully along the coast, night drawing a curtain over the windy, sunlit day and turning the tumbling water to indigo. The mystery in our drama was fully maintained, and the next surprise was to be disembarked for the night on board the damaged Greek destroyer Adrias, which, lying in a winding Turkish creek, was being used as a depot ship and a last jumping-off place for Leros. The Turks observed the formality of a solitary sentry to watch the Adrias, but though her occupants could not land they were free to come                     I
and, go, by water, to heart's content. German bombers, queueing-up for Leros, passed overhead all day and the thump of distant bombs never ceased.
Next night two British m.t.b.s came alongside the Adrias and we were once more embarked, this time for the final dash across the open sea. We left the protected neutral belt and after a moonlit voyage of about an hour were disembarked in Alinda Bay, Leros.
Happily we were not aware that in another neutral creek down the coast the German invasion fleet were sheltering                    ||j
for the night so that, when daylight came and the Luftwaffe again dominated the scene, they could swoop on Leros. I have already described how, in the small hours of the following morning, without the decent interval that any properly organised stage-play offers, the German invasion began, and how it developed with sea-landings and parachute drops.
But censorship prevented an explanation of how, precisely, Crichton and I eventually escaped at the most critical moment of a confused battle spreading over this island about
f
Killsides, was treeless and offered no cover. We were all herded together like sheep on some rising ground, within full view of Kos, and two or three Turkish sentries carrying obsolescent rifles were ours,  accompanied by another young man in
